
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



THE ASPHODEL. 775 

There is another Mss. . . I felt it fall. . . 
And the dove brought it not ... a stranger-flower. 

The Mother Smgs. 

And all within love's garden-spell 

(The mother watched, apart) 
An angel brought an asphodel, 

And laid it on your heart. 

The Child. Oh, I am half asleep ! But sing, but sing ! 

I like to enter dreamland on your voice. 
The Mother. You almost fell asleep while listening. 

I'll sing another song, some drowsy choice. 

She Sings. My little one is quiet now. 

The dream shall nestle on his brow. 
Fairer than the Things We Dream, 
Something Greater than We Seem, 
And Tenderer than the Earth and Sea, 
Mother my little one for me ! 

The lamp is bright. Yet through the door 
Comes dark as never dark before. 
Now unto her be sorrow's strife, 
Who lifts the pain with his young life. 
He sleeps. Love's Infinity, 
Mother my little one for me ! 

IV. 
THE CHILDREV. THE MOTHER. 

David. At last it is to-morrow ! All night long 

Pounded a deafening rain. But morning came, 
And swept the beauty of a breeze, like song, 

That seemed to say through all the house his name. 
Louise. All night I dreamed about my treasures small, 

Pebbles and charms and shells of magic rare. 
And in my dream I heard them one and all 

Like fairy bells go chiming on the air. 
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David. The rain upon the roof! You heard the rain. 
Louise. It was no rain. They chimed, clear gem on gem, 
And laughed his laughter. And I dreamed again : 

The hells were gone ! Some hand had stolen them ! 
Hugh. I dreamed that all my rushes I had bound 

Beside the stream, and that I hurried there 
At dawn. No rushes could I find. I found 

Upon their place a strand of golden hair. 
Stephana. I made a hat as white as cloud. Then look, 

With earliest sleep my endless dream began: 
The plume-gay hat my little brother took, 

And set it on his head, and off he ran, 
I knew not whither. And I wept, because 

All night I searched the world, but found him not. 
Hugh. Where is our little brother,? Nearer draws 

The noon. She bade us come. Has she forgot? 
David. See! She is standing in the doorway dim. 

Mother! Your eyes are strange, your face is white. 
Mother! Where is he? We have come for him. 

The Mother. Children, your little brother died last night. 

Agnes Lee. 



